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bringing whatever it has to the streets. A
London that lives no longer in splendid
mansions, but in flats; that follows personally
the simple life and showers magnificence into
the common stock. Formerly London's beauti-
ful buildings were private homes, and for public
buildings anything was held to be good enough.
This custom is now reversed, and public and
commercial affairs are transacted in halls of
marble whose faces shine with civic dignity.
In a casual glance at this new London, one
petty detail would perhaps give evidence of the
passing of years more strongly than any major
factor. There is one section of the London scene
which affects us more than we know, though
we see it only as we see the paving we walk on.
As many people subconsciously remember a
first tour of France, not by any star of the guide-
book's constellation; not by some great chateau
or bridge or cathedral, but by the face of that
baby who, this quarter-century, has been
haunting the French sky-line for the benefit of
the soap of M. Cadum; so one of the mnemonic
notes that call up London to the Londoner is
its public advertisements. My* first childish
impression of London was not of a city of
people, but of a city of lamps and the lit windows
of shops. My second was of a city of advertise-
ments. I am told that it was a habit of mine, as
soon as I had learned to read, to .spell out all the